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CHAPTER XVil.—Continued,
He did pot once interrupt her. All
the time she was speaking bhe was
studyiog the profile of her faco as if
fasolnated by its strange immobllity.
For the matter of a full halt-hour he
#at on the rall, hie back against a post,
bhis arms foldpd across the breast of
the thick ulster he wore, staring at
har, drinking In every word of tho
story she told. A look of surprise
crepl fnto his face when she came to
the point where the thought of marry-
ing Hetty to the brother of her victim
first began to manifest itsell In her
deslgns. For a time the look of in-
crodulity remalned, to be succeeded
by utter scorn as she went on with
the recital. Her reasons, her excuses,
her explanations for thls master stroke
in the way of compensation for all
that she had epdured at the hande of
the scornful Wrandalls, all of whom
were hateful to her without exception,
stirred him deeply. He began to un-
derstand the forces that compelled her
to resort to this Machiavelllan plan
for revenge on them., She admitted
overything: her readiness to blight
Hotty's life forever; her utter callous-
ness In laying down these ugly plans;
her surpassing vindictiveness; her re-
flections on the triumph she was to
enjoy when her alms were fully at-
talnod. Bhe confessed to a genuine
pity for Hetty Castleton from the be-
ginning, but {t was outwelghed by that
thing she could only describe as an
obseasion! _ . . How she hated the
Wrandalls! ., . Then came the
real awakening: when the truth came
to Ber ae & revelation from God. Hetty
had not been to blame. The girl was
innocent of the one sin that called
“for vengeance so far as she wus con-
cerned, The slaying of Challls Wran-
dall waa justified! All these months
she had been harboring a woman she
belisved to have been his mistresa as
well as his murderess. It was not so
much the murderess that she would
have foisted upon the Wrandalls as a
dnughter, but the mistress! . . .
8he loved the girl, she had loved her
from that first night. Back of it all,
therefore, lay the stern, unsuspected
~gruth; from the very beginning she in-
stinctively had known this girl to be
dnnocent of gulle, ., . . Her house
of cards fell down. There was noth-
ing left of the plans on which it had
been constructed. It had all been
awepL away, cven as she strove to
protect It against destruction, and the
ground was strewn with the ashes of
flres burnt out. . . . BShe was
shocked to find that she had even
bullt upon the evll spot! Al-
most word for word she repeated Het-
ty's own story of her meeting with
Challls Wrandall, and how she went,
stop by step and blindly, to the last
.rscene In the tragedy, when his vile
ness, his true nature was reveanled to
her, The girl had told her everything.
She had thought heiself to be in love
with Wrandall. Sne was carried away
by his protestations. She was Infatu-

ated. (Bara jmiled to hersell as she
* spoke of thly' She knew Challis Wran-
dall's cha ) The girl believed In

*m implicfay. When he took her to
“*on..ibn it was to make ber his
as she supposed. He had ar

ed everything. Then came the

1. Bhe defended herself. , ., .

. came upon her in the road on

~ wild night, Brandon, at the place
winted out. Can you pleture her as
have described her? Can you ple-
ture her despair, her hopelessneas, har
misery? 1 have told you everything,
from beginning to end. You know how
she camo to me, how | prepared her

for the aacrifice, how she laft me. 1

have not written to her. 1 cannot She

must hate me with all her goul, just as

1 have hated the Wrandalls, but with

wanfter reason, [ confess. She would

eiven hersell up to the law long

« it had not been for exposing

«ine to the world as her defender, her
protector. She knew she wae not mor-

ally gullty of the erime of murder. In

the beginuing she was afrald. She

did not know our lend, our laws, In
7 time gho came Lo understand that she
was In no real peril, but then it was
too late. A confession would have
placed mo o an Ilmpossible position,
You see, she thought of me all this
time. She loved me ns no woman evear
loved another. Was not 1 the wife
of the man she had killed, and was
not I the noblest of all women I her
eyea? Gdd! And to think of what I
bad planned fof her!"

This was the end of the story,

The words dled away In a sort of
whimpering wall, falling in with the
wind to be lokt to his stralning ears.
Her head drooped, her arms hung
limply at her side,

For a long time he sat there in si-
lence, looking out over the darkening
water, unwilling, unable Indesed, to
speak. His heart was full of compas-
for her, mingling strangely with
of scorn and horror,
say to her?
to him. “Now
that I can teil you of

only say, Sara, that T thank
- averything,” he sald slowly.
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splse mywelf. But what could be ex-
pected of me?™ ghe asked lronleally.
"As ths Wrandalle would say, ‘blood
will tell’*

“Nonsense! Don't talk like that!
It & quite unworthy of you, In splte
of everything, Sara, you are wonder-
ful. The wery thing you tried to do,
the way you went sbout it, the way
you surrender, makes for greatness in
you, If you had gone on with it and
succeeded, that fact alone would have
put you in the ciasa with the great,
strong, virfle women of history. It—"

“With the Medicls, the Borgias
and—" she began bitterly.

"Yos, with them. But they were
great women, just the same. You are
greater, fpr you bave more than thoy
possessed: a consclence. 1 wish |
could tell you just what I feel. 1
haven't the worda. |—"

“1 only want you to tell me the
truth. Do yeu desplse me?”

“Again 1 say that 1 do not. 1 can
only say that I regard you with—yes,
with awe.”

“As one might think of a deadly
serpent.”

“Hardly that"” he sald, emiling for
the first time. He crossed over and
Inid his hand on her shoulder, “Don't
think too meanly of yourself. I under-
stand it anll. You Hved for months
without a heart, that's all.™

“You put it very gently.”

“1 think 1 am right, Now, you've
got It back, and it's hungry for the
sweot, good things of life, You want
to be happy. You want to love again
and to be loved. You don't want to
pitled. 1 understand. It's the return
of a heart that went away long manths
ago and lefi an empty place that you
filled with gull. The bitternese |8
gone. There I8 something sweet in
its place. Am [ not right?"

S8he hesitated. “If you mean that
I want to be loved by my enemies,
Brandon, you are wWrong," she sald
clearly. *1 have not been chastened
in that particular.”

“You mean the Wrandails?"

“It Is not In my nature to love my
enamios, We stand on the samo foot-
ing ns before, and always shall. They
understand me, 1 understand them. 1
am glad that my project falled, not for
thelr sake, but for my own."

He was sllent. This woman was he-
yond him. He could not understand a
nature like thia

“You say nothing. Waell, I ean't ask
you to understand. We will not dis-
cuss my enemled, but my friends.
What do you intend to do In respect
to Hetty?"

“l am going t0 make her my wife,"
he said levelly.

She turned away. It was now quite
dark. He could not seo the expres-
slon on her face.

“What you bave heard does not
weaken your love for her?

“No. It strengthens It."”

“You know whit she has done. She
hag taken a life with her own hands.
Can you take her to your bosom, can
vou make her the mother of your own
chlldren? Remember, there is blood
on her hands."

“Ah, but her heart Is ¢clean!"

“True,” she sald moodily, “her bheart
ia clean.”

“No cleaner
Sara.”

She uttered a short, mocking laugh.
“It Isn't necessary to say a thing
like that to me."”

“I beg your pardon."

Her manner changed abruptly. She
turned to him, intense and serious.

“She Is s0 far away, Brandon. On
the other side of the world, and she
is full of loathing for me, How am 1

than yours is now,

This Woman Was Beyond Him.

to regain what [ Bave lost? How am
1 to make her understand? Bhe went
away with that last ugly thought of
me, with the thought of me as [ ap-
peared to her on that last, enlighten-
Ing day. All these months it has been
growing more horrible to her. It has
been beside her all the time. All
these months she has koown that |
pratended to love her as—"'

# "I don't belleve you know Hetly as
well us you think you do.” he broke
In, "You forget that she loved you
with all her soul. You can't kill love
so easlly as all that. It will be all
right, Sara. You must write und ask
her to come back. [t—"

“Ah, but you don't know!” Then
phe related the story of the liberated
canary bird. “Hetty understands, The
onge door I8 open. She may return
when she chooses, but—don't you see?
—slie must come of her own free
Wil )
~ “You will not ank her 0 come?"
“No,' It Is the test, Bhe will know
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"8he may refuse 1o marry you, even
now, Brandon,"

“"Bhe ean't!"” he coried. An Instant
Iater his face fall, “By Jove, I—I sup-
pose the law will bayve to be consid-
ered now, 8he will st least have to
g0 through the form of a trial”

Bhe whirled on him angrily, “The
lnw? What bas the law to do' with
it? Don't be a fool!"

“S8he ought to be legally exzoner-
ated,” he sald,

Her fingers gripped his arm flercely.
“1 want you to understand oune thing,
Brandon. The story I have told you
was for your ears alope. The secret

Tives with us and dies with ua.”

He looked hie rellef. “Right! 1t
must go no farther. It Is not a mat-
ter for the law to decide. You may
trust me.”

“l am cold,"” she said. He heard
her teeth chatter distinetly as she
pulled her thick mantle closer about
her throat and shoulders. "It is very
raw and wet down here. Come!"

As she started off along the long,
narrow pler, he sprang after her,
grasping her arm. She leaned rather
heavily against him for a few ateps
and then drew horself up. Her teeth
stlll chattered, her arm trombled in
his clasp.

“By Jove, Sara, this s bnd." he
cried, In distress. “You're chilled to
the marrow.”

“Nerves,"” sho retorted, and he some-
how felt that her lipa were set and
drawn,

“You must get to bed right away.
Hot bath, mustard, and all that. T'll
not stop for dinner. Thanks just the
same. I will be over In the morn
ing.”

“When will you sall?" she asked.
after o moment.

“l ecan't go for ten days, at least
My mother goes into the hospital next
week for an operation, as 1've told you.
I ean’t leave until after that's over.
Nothing serious, but—well, 1 can't go
pway. 1 shall write to Hetty tonight,
nud cable her tomorrow, By the way,
I—1I don’t know just where to find her.
You see, we were not to write to each
other. It was In the bargaln. I sup
pose you don't know how | ecan—"

"Yes, 1 can tell you precisely where
she Is. She 18 In Venice, but leaves
thera for Rome, by the Express.”

“Then you have been hearing from
her?" he cried sharply.

“Not directly. But 1 will say this
much: there has not been a day since
she landed in England that I have not
recelved news of her. | bave not
been out of touch with her, Brandon,
not even for an hour."

“Good heaven, Sara! You don't
mean to say you've had her shadowed
by—by detectives,” he exclaimed,
aghast.

“Her mald 18 a very falthful serv-
ant,” was her ambiguous rejoinder,

CHAPTER XVIIL
Disturbing News.

He walked home swiltly through
the early night, his braln seething with
tumultuous thoughts, The revela-
tions of the day were staggering; the
whole unlverse seemed to have turnad
topsy-turvy eince that devastating
hour at Burton's inn. Somehow he
wad not able to confine his thoughts
to Hotty Castleton alone. She seemed
to sink Into the background, despite
the absolution he had been so ready,
so eager to grant her on hearlng the
story from Sara's lips. Not that his
resolve to search her out and claim
her it eplte of everything was likely
to weaken, but that the absorbing fig-
ure of Sara Wrandall stood out most
clearly In his reflections,

What an amazing ereature she was!
He could not drive her out of his
thoughts, even when he tried to con-
centrate them on the one person who
was dearest to him of all in all the
world, his warm-hearted, adorable
Hetty, Strange contrasts suggested
themselves to him as he strode along,
head bent and shoulders hunched. He
could not help contrasting the two
women., He loved Hetty; he would
always love her, of that he was posk-
tive. Bhe was Sara’s superior In ev-
ery respect, infinitely so, he argued.
And yet there was something {n Sarn
that could erowd this adored one. this
perfect one out of his thoughts for the
time being. He found it difficult to
concentrate his thoughts on Hetty
Castleton,

How white and 1l S8arn had looked
when she sald good night to him at
the door! The memory of her dark,
mysterious eyes haunted him; he
could see them in the night about him.
They had been full of pain; there were
torrents of tears behind them. They
had glistened as if burnished by the
fimen of fever.

Even as he wrote his long, trium-
phant letter to Hetty Castleton, the
pleture of Baran Wrandall encronched
npon his mental vision, He could not
drive It out. He thought of her as
she had appearsd Lo him early in the
spring; through all the varying stages
of thelr growing intimaey; through the
interesting days when he vainly tried
to translate her matchless beauty by
means of wrelched plgments; up to
this present bour in which she was
revealed, and yet pot revealed, to him,
Her viVid face was always before him,
between his eyes and the thin, white
paper on which he scribbled so eager-
Iy, Her feyerish eyes were looking
into his; she was reading what he
wrote before it appeared on the sur
face of the sheet! :

His letter to Hetty was a triumph
of skill and diplomacy, achleved after
many attdmpta. He found It hard not
too much, and quite as diMcnlt

oo lttle. He t houm

of ‘Her Hand|
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sald, snd thers was no Httle signifi-' girl

finding something between the Hnes:
such as pity, resignution, an enforced
conception of loyalty, or even falth!
He meant that she should find noth-
Ing thera but love. It was full of ten-
derness, full of hope, full of promise.
He was coming to her with a stead-
fast, enduring love in his heart, he
wanted her now more than ever befora,

There was no mention of Challis
Wrandall, and but once was Sara’s
name uded. There wha nothing In
the latter that could have betrayed
their Jolnt secret to the most acute
outsider, and yet she would under-
stand that he had wrung everything
from Sara's lips. Her secret was his.

He declded that It would not be safe
to antielpate the letter by a cable-
gram. It was nol likely that any mes-
#age he could send would have the
desired effect. Instead of reassuring
her, in all probabllity it would create
fresh alarm,

Sleep did not come to him untll after
three o'clock. At two he got up and
deliberately added a postscript to the
letter ho bad written. It was In the
nature of a polgnant plea for Sara
Wrandall. Even as he penned these

' |

Booth Was Startled by Her Appear:
ance.

lines, he shuddered at the thought of
what she had planned to do to Hetty
Castleton, Staring bhard at the black
window before him, the pen still in
his hand, hed allowed his thoughts to
dwell so intlmataly on the subject of
his well-meant postscript that her
asbien face with lta burning eyes
seemed to take shape in the night
beyond, It was a long time before
he could get rid of the lusion, After
wards he tried to conjure up Hetty's
face and to drive out the llkeness of
the other woman, and found that he
could not recall n single feature In the
face of the girl he loved!

When he reached Southlook In the
morning, he found that nearly all of
the doors and windows were boarded
up. Wagons were standing In the
stable yard, laden with truoks and
crates, Bervants without llvery were
scurrying about the halls, There was
pn alr of fipality about their move
ments.

“Yes, nlr,” sald Watson, In reply
to his question, "we are in a rush.
Mra, Wrandall expects to close the
‘ouse this evening, sir. We all go up
this afternoon, 1 suppose you know,
sir, we 'mve taken a new apartment
in town"

“No!" exclaimed Booth.'

“Yos, sir, we ‘'ave, sir. They've
been decoraling it for the pawst two
weoeks, Seems like she didn't care for
the old one we 'nd. As a matter of
fact, I didn't eare much for It, elther.
She's taken one of them hexponsive
ones looking "out over the park. sir
You know we used to look out over
Madlson avenue, slr, and God knows
it wasn't hinspirin®. Yes, sir, we go
up this afterncon. Mrs, Wrandall
will be down in a second, thank you,
#ir.”

Booth actunlly was startled by ber
appearnnce when she entered . the
room a few minutes later. She looked
positively 11l

“My dear Sara,” he erled anxlously,
“this in too bad. You are making
yoursell {Il. Come, come, this won't
do.”

“] shall be all right In a day or
two,” she wsald, with a weary little

gesture, 1 have been nervous. The

strain was too great, Brandon, This

s the reaction you might any.”
“Your hand l& hot, your eyes look

feverish., You'd better 'sve your doc
tor as soon as you get to town, An
ounce of prevention, you know."

“Wall,” she sald, with a searching
look into his eyes, “have you written
to her?”

. “Yes, Posted it at seven o'clock
this mornlng.”

“l trust you did not go so far as
to—waell, to volunteer a word In my
behalf. You were not to do that, you
know." s

He Jooked uncomfortable. “I'm
afraid 1 dld take your name In vain,”
he equivocated. “You are a—a won-
derful woman, Sara,” he went on,
moved to the remark by a curious In-
fluence that he could not have ex-
plained any more than he could have
accounted for the sudden gush of
smotion that took poesession of him,

She Igonored the tribute. “You will
persunde her to come to New York
with you?

“For your sake, Sara, if she won't
come for mine,"

“She knows the cage Is open” was
her way of dismiesing the subject,
“l am giad you came over. 1 have a
letter from Leslie. It came this morn-
Ing. You may ba interested in what

cance in the way she put I, She held
the Jetter ifn her hand, but he had
failed to notice It before. Now he saw
that It was a crumpled ball of paper,
Ho was obliged to walt for a minute
or two while she restored It to a read-
able cpndition. “He was in London
when this was written,” ghe explained,
turning to the window for light. She
glanced awiftly over the first page
until ghe found the place whers she
meant (o begin, "'l suppose Hetty
Castloton has written that we met
In Lucarne ttvo weoks ngo,’ " she read.
“‘Curious colncldence in connection
with It, too. 1 was with her father,
Col. Brald Castleton, when we came
upon her most unexpectedly. 1 ran
across him In Paris just before the
aviation meet, nnd got to know him
rather well. He's o fine chap, don't
you think? | coufess [ was somewhat
surprised to learn that he didn't know
she'd left America. He explained it
quite naturally, however. He'd been
1l In the north of Irdfland and must
have missed hor lottern. Hetly wase
on the point of leaving for Italy. We
didn’t see much of her. But, by Jove,
Sara, | am more complately gone on
her than"ever. She Is adorable, Now
that I've met her father, who had the
beastly misfortune to migs old Murgat-
royd's funeral, | can readily see where
in the saying “biood will tell” applies
to her. He Is a prince, He came over
to London with me the day after we
left Hetty In Lucerns, and I had h'l:n
in to meet mother and Vivian at Clar-
idge's. They like him Immensely. Ho
set us stralght on a good many points
coneerning the Glyun and Castleton
familiea. Of eourse, 1 knew they were
among the best over here, but 1 didn't
know how fine they were until we pre-
vailled on him to talk a little about
himsell. You will be glad to hear
that he {8 coming over with us on the
Mauretanla. She salls the twenty-
goventh. We'll be on the water by the
time you get this letter. It had been
our Intention to eall last week, but
the ecolonel had to go to Ireland for
a few days to eottle some beastly
gquabbles among the tenants. Next
year he wants me to come over for
the shooting. He len't golng back to
Indin for two years, you may be in-
terested to hear. Two years' leave.
Lots of Inflaence, believe me! We've
bgen expecting him back in London
since day before yesterday., | dare
say he found matters worse than he
suspected and haa peen delayed. He
hus been negotiating for the sale of
some of his proparty In Bellast—fac-
tory sites, I believe, He Is particularly
anxlous to clpse the deal before he
leaves England. Had to lift a mort
guge on the property, before he could
think of making the sale, [ staked
him to four thousand pounds, to tide
him over, Of course, he la cager to
make the sale. 'Gad, | almost had
to beg him to take the money. Ter-
ribly proud and haughty, as the butler
would eay, He sald he wouldn't sleap

lucre. We are looking for him baek
any hour now. But if he ghouldn't get
here by Friday, we will sall without
him., He sald he would follow Ly the
next boat, In case anything happened
that he didn't cateh the Mauretania'”™

Bara interrupted herself to offer an
ironle observation: “If Hetty did not
desplse her father so heartlly, 1 should
advise you to look farther for a father-
in-law, Brandon. The colonel is & bad
lot. Estatea In the north of Ireland!
Poor Leslie!” S8he laughed softly,

“He'll not show up, eh 7"

“Not a bit of It,” she sald, "He
may be charged to profit and loss in
Leslie’s books. This part of the letter
will
it all that had gone befors was of
no lmportance to him. 'l hear inter.
pating news cuncerning you, my dear

waoll until he has returncd the Althy |

interes{ you,” she went on, as’

My heartiest congratulations If
it Is nll true. Brandy I8 one In a mil-
lion, [ have hoped all along to have
him as a foll-fledged brotherdndaw, If
that's the way you'd put it. Father
writes that every one Is talking about
iIt, nnd saying what a fine thing It is
He has a teeling of delleacy about ap-
proachimg” you In the matter, and [
fancy it’s just as well untll everything
Is settled, 1 wish you'd lel mo make
& suggestion, however. Wouldn't It
be wise to lot us all get together and
talk over the buslness end of the
game? Brandy's a flne chep, a corker,
in fact, but the questlon is: has he
got It in him to take Challls’ place in
the firm? You've got to conslder the
future as well as the present, my dear,
We all do. With his artistic tempera-
ment he might play hob with your in-
terests, and ours too, for that matter.
Wouldn't it be wise for me to sound
him a bit before we take him Into the
firm? Forglve me for suggesting this,
but, an you know, your Interests are
mine, and I'm terribly keen about see.
Ing you get the best of everything.
By the way, wasn't he a bit gone on
Hetty? Passing fancy, of course, and
not deep enough to hurt anybod
Good old Brandy!**

“There I8 more, Brandon, but its
of no consequence,” she sald, toesing
the letter upon the table. "You see
how the land lays,"

Booth was pale with annoyance,
“By Jove, S8ara, what an Inaufferablé
ass he [s!"

“The shoe plnches?”

“Ohb, it's such perfect
BOFTY On YOur account.
heard of such gall 7"

"Oh, he s meroly acting as the fam-
ly spokesman. | can ses Lthem now
In solemn conclave, They think it
their indisputable right to select o
husband for me, to pass upon him, to
accept or decline him as they see fit,
to say whether he i¢ a proper man to
hang up his hat and coat {u the offices
of Wrandall & Co.”

“Do you mean to say—"

“Let's not talk about It, Brandon.
It 18 too silly."

They fell 10 discussing her plans for
the Immediate future, although the
minds of both were at work with
something olse,

"Now that 1 have served my pur-
pose, 1 suppose you will not care to
see so much of me,” she suid, as he
prepared to take leave of her.

“Served your purpose? What do
you mean?"’

“l should bave put it differently,
You have been most assiduous in your
efforts to force the secret from me.
It has been accomplished, Now do
youn underatand ?"

“That Isn"t fair, Sara,” he protest-
ed. “If youll let me come lo gee you,
In splte of what the gossips and Mr.
Redmend Wrandall predict, you may
be sure | will be as much In evidence
as ever., | suppose | have been w bit
of a nul=ance, banging on as [ have."

“I admirs your perseverance. More
than that, 1 admjre your courage In
accepting the situation as you have.
I only bope you mey win her over to
your way of thinking, Brandon,
Goodby.”

“lI shall go up to town tomorrow,
kit and bag. When shall | see you?
We have a great deal left to talk about
before [ sail."

"Come when you lke."”

“You really want me to come?

“Certainly,”

He studled her pale, tired face for
a moment, and then shook his head.
“You must take cdare of yourself,” he
sald. “You are unstrung. Get n good
rest and—and forget certalns things if
you can. Evervthing will ecome oat

rot! I'm
Huve you ever

all right In the end.”
“It depends on what one Is willing
to accept ax the end," he sald.
(TO BE CONTINURED)

FOUND PACE TOO STRENUOUS

Father Had to rMave Rest |f He Was
to Continue His Companion
ship With Son.

“Could you spare me?

As the f{ather spoke, his once hand-
gome fgure leaned forward slightly
toward the boy who sat before him,
while his hands trembled nervously.

“My boy,” he contlnued, “about n
month ago you introduced me to the
ke fatherdikeson’ idea, which ls now
spreading over this country, and
which, formulated by eminent educa-
tors, simply means that all fathers
shall make companions of thelr sons,
so that an intimate relationship shall
ensue. Have I done this with you?”

“You certainly have,” replled the
boy, twirling a semblance of a mus-
tache.

“And now 1 ask that you spare me
for a time."

The boy smiled.

“But, my dear comrade,” he replied,
reproachfully, “we are just beginning
to understand each other. The whole
{dea of the 'like-fatherlike-son' mowve-
ment is that it be continuous. 1 must
say, however, 1 you have been a
dend game sport. What do }o! want
to quit for?"

In reply the kind father, summoning
all his control, sald, gently:

“Bellove me, | don't want to quit,
but the fact is that since you and 1
bave been thrown togethar I huve
"smoked so many cigarettes, played so
much poker, daneed so wany new-

WANTED HUSBAND TO LOAF

Only Then Was He Agreeable, Testl-
fied Wife—Sought Divorce From
Her Silent Spouse.

We read of him In three places In
the dispatehes of the day. The first
onse was where & man kissed his wife
agalnst her will, whieh made her so
mad that she had him arrested for
assault and battery, and the court
sentonced him to thirty days In Jail

Next case was where a woman had
her husband arrested for getting
drunk and abusing her. ‘When before
the court, here {s what she aald:

“My maon’s & fine man when he's
sober. The trouble Is he earns money
and spends it on liquor. The only
time he's behaved himself was when
he wasn't working and got no money.
I have an income and ean support the

family, | wish you'd make bim, quit
work "
“All right,” wsald the judge. And

he santenced the husband not to work
for thirty days, :

The third case was @ sult for di-
vores, where the wife charged that

‘her husband would pot speak to her,

Ho would aat his meals without a
word, then sit down with a paper and
read without looking at her or speak-
fng to her, Bo It has been golng on
for a long tme. Of coursa the court
granted the wife a divorce. Having
a sllent, sour husband around js In
tolerable.—Ohlo State Journal,

More Money In It
“l can say this much for dentists.”
"What is it |
“You seldom | one who hes a
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THE HARD-HEADED MAN

»

By DON MARK LEMON,

VEOSNDORANNRUBNRNRNNBOEEEN
(Capyright )

The water In this here well Is as

hard as rocks, but thut ain’t to be won-

dered at, secing ns how the well wns

dug by the hardesthoaded man in sl

orention and Hampehire county.

About ten yeurs ago, and for about
twenty years before that, old Jim
Clark and his son Bill lived here. They
were two of & kind, and that kind was
rocks, They were hard-headed from
the socks up, They had such hard-
headed notions about most things that
people around here just concluded that
they were born “sot," and so let 'em
alone. "

One day old man Clark-thought he'd
lke to bave his well over nearer the
barn, and It was n blessed thing he
decided to dig a new hole instead of
moving the old one, or he'd have done
It. He says to Bill: “Bill, I'm golng
over to Berkshire 1o look after some
covs, and while I'm gone you hustle
a bit and get the well started.”

"Where'll I begin the top of 1t
asks Bill, kind of sarcastic like, a8 the
old well his dad had dug slanted a
good bit going down,

“Right here,” gays old man Clark,
pointing at thie particular spot.

A hard-headed look came into Bill's
face. "I'his ain't no place for the
well,” he says, and he walks round
to the other end of the barn and starts
the well where he thinks It ought to
be,

“What are you doing there?” galls
old man Clark.

“Digglng a wall,”™ says Bl

“"Who told you to dig It over there?”
shouts the old man. '

"Common sense,” says Bill,

Then a bard-beaded look came Into
old man Clark’s face. “You dig the
well where I tell you to,”" he says, “or
I'l make you."

“Shoo, dud!" says Rill, who was a
great, strapping fellow of twenty.

“You think 1 can't?" says old man
Clark.

“I do." =ayn BIll

“"You'll dig the well hera.” says the
old maun, and about n month liter he
fills up the new well that Bill dug in
the wrong spot, and goes off with the
remark that he'll be back in about five
or ten years,

Bill watches him go over the hill,
and then he goes back and digs out
the wall that hie dad had filled ap.

Well, anbout slx years after that, old
man Clark comes home from only the
Lord knows whare,

“Hello, dad!" says BilL

“Hello, BII!" says old man Clark.
Then he sees that the well hasn't
been dug where he wants It, and he
says: “Are you golng to dig that well
where | told you to?"

“No,” says Bill, “I ain't."

“You'll dig that well where 1T want
you to." says old man Clark, and he
goes Into the house and says not an-
other word about it for ten vyears,
when, ag he was dying he calls Bill
In and asks:

“Have vou changed your mind about
digging that well?"

“No, dad.” 2ays Bill, “I ain't.”

“You'll dig that well where 1 told
you to,"” says the dying man, aod then
he turns over and dles,

But first he gives Bill a letter, and
after the funeral Bill opens it and
reads that, slnce he wouldn't dig the
well where his dad wanted him to, old
man Clark had drawn out the ten
thousand dollars that msed to be In
the bank, and he would now hava to
hunt around and find where [t was
hidden, according to directions. The
first direction was to dig under a blg
gtone in the pasture, which Bill did,
and fourfd a plece of paper in n lead
box telling him to go to a place In
‘South America, up In the Andes, and
dig In a cortain spot near a river, and
ho would find further directions,

Bill left the farm in the care of &
nelgitbor, nnd after months of travel
and adventure and danger of all kinds
he reached the Andes and dug where
he had been told to, and unearthed an-
other little lead box, Inslde It was a
strip of paper, which told him to go
to Alaska and dig at a certain place
near Dawsou Clty and he would learn
maore

Bill tucked the directions away very
carefully, und when he reached Alas-
ka, he found the spot mentioned by
old man Clark and dug for further In-
formation

He unearthed another of those lt-
tle lead boxes, and Inside, in the hand-
writing of hig dad, was the cheerful
Information that, since he had been
s0o hard-beaded about digging that
well, he would now need to go to
Afrlea and dig In a certaln spot—
which he found on the map was about
the middle of that country—and he'd
find where the ten thousand dollars
were burled.

Well, Bill tucked this information
away careful 1fke, and about three
yeuars later he found the box, and In-
slde wons a slip of paper telling him
that if he would go home to New Eng-
land and dig the well where he had
been told to dig It, he would unearth
& box contalning ten thousand dollars
in hundred-dollar notes,

It took him seven years to reach
New England, but finally he got back
home, and after golng out to sse the
old man's grave, he got 2 shovel and
started to dig the wall where hisgdad
had told him to dig It. After a spell
he came on the box and ten thousand
dollars,

80, you see, he dug the well after
all, and he's not the only man in ere-
atlon that has ochased over the earth,
to come home In the end and dig =
well.

]

Courts on Felonas, -

A felon caused by an acecldental .

brulse upon the fiager of the holder
of an accident insurance policy Is held,
in the Vermont case of Robhinson vs,'
Masonle Protective Assn. 47 L, R A
{N. 8.) 824, to be within the clause of
the polley providing compe o

vielent, and in

accidentul injury resulting from fome
" external alur .
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